




Oh my 
aching 

head..where 
the fuck am 

I?

i’ve had 
wild nights 
before you 

can’t go pitch 
black like 

this.

Wait.. I 
think it’s 

starting to 
come to me.

Ah... shit.



Oh really? 
You think I’m 

that naive? That 
might have 

worked when we 
were kids gar.

I promise 
it’s not what 
you think it is.
She’s just—. 

Listen to me, 
nothing 

happened. I want you out 
of this house, go 
sleep with ace or 

your loser 
friend!.

Can we 
just talk 

about this for 
a few minutes 
like adults? 

Get out or I’m 
calling the 

police you’re not 
welcome to 
sleep here 
anymore.

4 years and you 
pick this week of 

all weeks to fuck 
this up I’m done.



4 years of 
faith and one 

happenstance of 
infidelity is the 

luck of the 
Irish.. go 

figure.

Good job 
garfield..

Shit I 
think I’m 

still 
drunk.

I don’t 
remember 
how I got 

here.

Did ace and 
the boys drag 
me out of here 

after a night on the 
town? Did I just 

drift into an 
unclear 

conscience? 

You would think ever 
clear and Jameson 

would lead to some 
clever pranks or bits and 

pieces of the night 
before.

It’s just a 
silhouette of 

stale 
decisions. 

Uh...How the 
fuck do I get 

home??



Alright.. 
that’s not a 
good sign.. 

literally I don’t 
know what the 

hell it even 
says.

It just 
keeps going.. 
like a circus 
ring without 
the lions..

I feel 
like I’m 

still drunk.. I 
don’t know 

where I’m at, 
is this 

Canada? 

You could 
really lose 
yourself out 
here.. lose 
sight of who 

you are.

It just 
keeps going.. 
like a circus 
ring without 
the lions..



What the 
fuck?

Hey pal 
you’re 
really 
lost.

Ok so we 
got some 

cows..

Does 
Canada have 

cows??

He’ mon 
pote je  pense 

que tu es 
perdu?

What the 
fuck?

Yeah 
I’m still 
drunk I 
think.. 

Bonjour 
salope..

La vie 
trouve un 
chemin.

Is 
this cow 
speaking 
French?

Oh god 
they 

drugged 
me.



Well that 
just 

happened..

What do they say 
when you’re lost in 

the desert? Keep 
going north? Shit... 

which way is 
north?

I guess I 
wait for the  sun 

to eat me or blend 
the internal 

compass to wander 
until I find someone 

or something 
besides talking 
French cows.

Its weird 
for all the 
ghost town 

atmosphere it seems 
like there’s a lot of 

empty, empty cars 
empty atmosphere 
like a paintbrush 

without an 
easel. 

Where the 
fuck did 

that come 
from??

Shit...

I guess 
it’s time to 
keep going.



Ok we 
might be 
getting 

somewhere, I 
hope this isn’t 

some 
deliverance 

shit.

Psycho 
hillbillies 

with a pleasure 
fetish seems to 
be the bill out 

here but in terms 
of the great 
wide nothing 
I’ll take it.



HELLO???

Feels like a cricket staring 
contest with shadows.

Hello??
?

I hope I 
don’t end up 

in a Texas 
chainsaw 
situation.

Miles and 
miles it feels 

like but I’m not 
sure if this is 

the hangover or 
just a long 
form dream.





I hope that’s part of the 
problem and I’m just 

Hello??

Well 
this looks 

like a total 
serial killer 

documentary in 
the making.

If I start 
hearing banjo 

noises I’m 
running for 
the hills.

Set aside 
the 

sheep.

Four 
corners of 

demise.



Weird 
you’d think 
with a gas 

station there 
would be small 

amount of 
traffic.

This just 
looks like a 

potential hills 
have eyes 

convention.

Don’t let 
them know, 

don’t find the 
rain with 

empty 
hands.

Hey buddy are 
you late for one 

of those convention 
things? Do you happen 
to know where I am? 

No maps no real 
sense of what the 

hell this place 
is.

Hey? Am I 
speaking 
another 

language or 
something

? 

Shhhh…



Alright... 
then… this 

place is 
definitely 

Canada.. fucking 
Canadians.. 

It’s 
too loud in 

here you 
need to find 

the inner 
sounds to 

find the 
quiet.

Ok 
maybe this 
leads to 

something 
promising, or 

maybe I’ll get 
thrown into a 

bathtub full of ice 
on  and end up on 
the internet for 

weirdos to 
masterbate 

to. 



You can’t get 
out of this mess 

if you don’t 
identify what the 

problem is.

We’re so sued to 
having a fixer to 

clean up our 
messes we don’t 
know how to hold 

a mop.

Are you a 
self serve 

gas jockey or a 
licensed 

therapist?

On second 
thought, I 

haven’t really 
seen anybody 

else for miles.. 
where did you 

say I am..

I didn’t, 
because you 
don’t even 

know where 
you are 

garfield.

Uh
...Hey pal 

I’’m really 
lost do you 

know where I 
am? Or if I can 

use your 
phone?

Seeing is how 
you’re a gas 

station it seems 
pretty self 

explanatory.

We’re all 
lost my 

friend, what 
makes you 

think we have 
phones 
here?

I just need 
to get home 

to fix a mess.
Uh what’s with 

the 
flamingo?

There is no 
flamingo it’s 
all in your 

mind, you can’t 
get out of the 

mess if you 
don’t know 
what the 

problem is.

We all 
have our 

flamingos but 
you keep 

running from 
yours 

garfield.

Ok who the 
fuck are you? 
How do you 

know my 
name?? 

Did she put 
you up to 

this? Some kind 
of misery thing? 
Are you with the 

IRS or 
something?



You came to 
forget but 

you’ll always 
remember. Do you 

even know why 
you’re here?

Do you 
know who 
you really 

are?

You’re 
starting to 
freak me out 
pal, who are 
you where am 

I?

You 
keep looking 

at me like that 
people will think 

you’re going to put 
on a dress and 
fuck me in the 

ass.

Let me ask you 
one question 

Garfield.. do you 
remember when you 
started walking or 

were you always 
wandering? 

Ok.. 
seriously.. 

who the fuck 
are you and how 

do you know 
my name??

Why are 
you asking 

questions you 
already know 
the answers 

of?

More words 
here...

This is 
one of 

those prank 
shows isn’t it? 

Ace you fuck 
this isn’t 

funny.

It’s 
really not 

funny 
anymore.

You did 
this to 

yourself! You 
wander by your 

own feet! Nobody 
makes you do 
anything but 
yourself!

Welcome 
to the drift 

wood.

I’m dreaming, 
yeah that 

explains the 
weird acid trip 

bullshit.

No this is 
really 

happening, 
didn’t the cow 
tip you off? Ty sabes 

quien eres!! 

Nobody put us up 
to anything you’re 
here because you 

want to be but you 
don’t even know who 

you are or where 
you are.

You’ve been 
wandering for miles, 
haven’t seen a single 

soul except the passers 
by here but they don’t 
really pass do they?

Ok the 
prank isn’t 

funny anymore, 
if I’m not 

dreaming ace or 
the boys are 

fucking with me 
ok guys you 

got me.

I just want 
to go home, 

let me use the 
damn phone in 

whatever crazy 
willie Wonka 
bullshit this 

is.

You did 
this to 

yourself! You 
wander by your 

own feet! Nobody 
makes you do 
anything but 
yourself!

Welcome 
to the drift 

wood.



We’re so 
used to 

having a fixer to 
clean up our 

messed we don’t 
even know how 

to hold a 
mop.

Ok  this 
isn’t 

happening.

Fuck me I 
don’t think I’m 

in Kansas 
anymore.



What the fuck 
is going on?? 
Did you slip me 

something? 

Take a look 
within yourself! 

You know why 
you’re here.

More words 
here...

Even if you don’t 
want to admit it, the 
singing songbirds of 
the moon hill your 
visage and the gifts 
they present.. you 

just need to 
remember. 

More words here...
Or you’re 

going to call 
the police? How 

are you going to do 
that without a 

phone? You would 
need it to do so, 

and you don’t even 
know where you 

are

I’m 
getting 

annoyed with 
the kung fu 
master zen 

riddles.. give 
me the phone 

or- 

I 
said to 

look inside 
yourself! 
You’re not 
listening! 

You need to 
wake up!

Ok.... Now I’m 
really confused.. 
no.. shit.. I’m dead 
aren’t I? I died in 

the desert.

No you’re 
not dead 

Garfield you’re 
just completely 
lost in ways you 

don’t 
understand.

Let me ask 
you a question, 
do remember 
before you 

started wandering 
or were you 

always 
wandering?

No I was, I 
woke up and 

everything was hazy 
the air tasted like 

raisins and my 
fiancé kicked me 

out.

Even if you 
don’t want to 
admit it  the 

songbirds of the 
moon and hill give 

the gifts and 
visage they 
represent.

You just 
need to 

remember. 

Remember 
what? Are you 

a licensed 
therapist in 

your off 
hours? 

Somebody tell 
me what the fuck 

is going on!!

Why are you 
asking 

questions you 
already know 
the answers 

to? 

He doesn’t 
want to 

remember.

Let 
me ask 
you one 

question, 
what’s your 

fiancé’s 
name?



What do you 
mean I’ve been 

with her for four 
years of course I 

know her name, 
what is this a zen 

riddle 
competition?

Her name 
is… uh…

It’s a 
pretty 

straight 
forward 
question 
garfield. 

See your’e 
wandering 

around and don’t 
even know what 

you think you 
know.

Ok how are 
you doing this, I 

need to 
rationalize this 

somehow , how are 
you changing 
everything? 

Beyond 
here is the 

answers you 
seek, you didn’t 

answer the 
question.

His canopy 
coconut is 
going to be 

microwave and 
metal.

I don’t know 
ok.. I don’t know 
how I don’t know 
her name, stress.. 

I’m losing my 
mind.

Sadly if 
brings you 
comfort 

you’re as sane 
as the rest of 

us but this 
needs to 

happen for 
your 

benefit.

You’re too 
important to 

the rest of us 
than a dismal 

nightmare 
sphere of a 

blanket 
memory.



Ok.. how 
are you 
doing 
that??

Beyond 
here is the 

answers you 
seek. You 
need to 
wake up.

Everything 
keeps 

changing.. I’m 
losing my damn 

mind.. oh god no.. 
the desert. I 

didn’t make it.. 
I’m dead.

You’re not 
dead.

Is that 
supposed to 
comfort me?

I just 
want to get 
home to  My 

almost wife and 
get past 

whatever crazy 
bullshit this 

is!

More words 
here...

Let me ask 
you one 

question.. 
what’s her 

name?

That’s 
easy.. her 
name is..

Why can’t I 
remember 

her name??

Her name 
is..

I’m 
getting the 
fuck out of 

here.

I want off 
this crazy 

train, I want to 
go home. I need 
to just go home 
and forget this 

whatever is 
going on or 

isn’t.

You can’t 
just accept 
blind vision 

sooner or later 
you’re going to have 
to wake up, not from 
the dream you think 

this is but the 
reality you think 

you are in.

Blind on the 
vine yields the 

fruit fresh from 
the trees but you 
won’t taste the 

rewards if you don’t 
know how to find it, 

you can’t escape 
yourself 
Garfield. 

There’s no 
where you 

can go 
Garfield .



Ok 
survival 

instincts are 
down to zero 

on the 
stranger 
danger 
front.

This day, week 
god I don’t even 

know anymore has 
been way too weird 
and I’m still on the 

purveying theory 
I’m dead.



Garfield you 
need to get your 
shit together, I’m 

either going crazy or 
I really am dead and 
they don’t want to 
see me crack like 

an egg.

Fuck this, I’m 
going back to 

the endless path 
of wandering 

death, I can’t die 
twice if I’m 

already dead.

Am I 
becoming 

disillusioned  
to the 

insanity? 

Am I even 
remembering 
correctly? 



It wasn’t 
what you 

thought, trust 
me I’ve kept 

myself 
together.

No, I love 
you but I 

can’t do this 
anymore you 

need to 
leave.

No, I 
know 

myself.. 

Memories 
are a shaking 

marble of 
disinformation 

to sink your 
past.

Think...



Her name 
is,…. Her 
name is.

What’s that 
noise? 

You got 
to be 

fucking 
kidding me.

Wait is 
that a 
flying 

banana?









Doctor 
we’re 
losing 

him.

We just 
need to be 

patient.

What the 
fuck is 
going 
on??

Doctor 
stop 

hesitating 
and help 

him!



Why is 
everything 
changing? 

Who are you 
people?

You should 
know 

yourself 
Garfield,  

we’re you and 
you’re me.

I’m not a 
doctor I 

don’t even 
have a high 

school 
education.

Yeah I’m 
dead this is 

hell and I’m 
being pushed 
through the 

insanity of the 
circles.

I need to 
get home, I 

just need to get 
home out of this 
bullshit, wait.. 
wasn’t I just 

taken by 
aliens?



On the list 
of weird today 

talking cows and 
LSD gas station 

workers I think they 
drugged me, I thought 
I was taken by Et and 

served on a French 
noodle plate.

I don’t 
know where I 
am or what’s 

going on, the air is 
stale and piss 
soaked envy of 

fabricated 
inhibitions.. wait.. 
there I go again 
where did that 
come from?

You know 
where it came 

from, deep down 
you know the 

truth and you’re 
creating yourself 
watching yourself 

watch you while 
we dive 
deeper.

All those 
you see are us 

Garfield but who 
are you? Do you 
even know? Past 

waking in that 
desert do you 

really know or 
do you think 
you know?

I know 
who I am.. 
I think…



Do you 
remember 

the carnival 
you took me 

to after mom 
died?

All those 
corndogs, so 

much indigestion 
but it made you 
smile, it was 

worth it.

You made me 
find parts of 

myself I 
didn’t know 

existed.

I hope I 
can find the 
words to 

never let you 
down, there are 

parts of myself I 
don’t even know 

but you are 
light and 

grace.



Ugh.. ok I 
was right it 

was a 
dream..I 

gotta stop 
drinking.

That 
wasn’t ever 
clear and 
Jameson.. 
that was a 
bad trip. I 

thought I 
saw 

aliens..

Hello? 
Nurse??? 
Where am 

I??? Hello? Oh 
great.. 

something 
is ..



Changing.. I 
must still be 

in the 
nightmares.

One 
long bad 

trip, 
nightmare 

whatever it is 
maybe I’m 

sick.

Maybe I have 
gone mad like 
the stones of 
bricks in the 

wall that oiled 
the past.

Hello???



Ok I’m cycling 
back to 

prevailing 
theory i'm 

dead.

No 
distilled 

noises, no heart 
monitors no 

patients not even 
a frenzy of the 

morning 
cafeteria. 

Purgatory 
right? That 

fleeting void of 
nothingness like a 

mummy tomb of 
empty caterpillar 

cocoons. 

Hello??
?

Another 
maze 

inside a of 
a maze.

Shit I 
think I went 
past these 
stairs four 

times 
already.

Jack and 
Jill went up 
the hill and 

got fucked by a 
man named 

bill.



Ufo’s, 
talking 

cows and 
bananas from 

the sky and then 
I saw multiple 

versions of 
myself.

The devil? 
Why  would the 
devil go after 

me? Because of my 
infidelity? Why 

can’t I remember 
her name?

Finally 
someone’s 

here uh hey do 
you know 

what’s going 
on?

She lies!!! He 
likes to lolly 

in the lost 
land.

…
alrighty 
then.. Click, 

click.. the 
lights are 

off.



Where 
are you? 

Where are any 
of us? You just 
bitch and moan 

while screaming 
on your 

blanket of 
lies.

So you are 
the devil? This 
is hell? I did 
die? Its not a 

dream it’s 
reality as I 

see it?

You wish I 
was the 

devil, I’m 
worse.. I’m 
the truth.

I just want 
to go home, 

please let all 
this end I have 

someone to get 
home to that’s all 

I want in this 
insanity.

You don’t 
even know 
what home 

is.

Listens to 
the click of 
the heels.

You 
need to see 
the changes 
are part of 
your true 

face.



Great, 
another 
piece of 
crazy.

Oh 
Garfield..

The 
doctor is 
in he will 
see you 

now.

I told you 
that you 

needed to wake 
up. You know what 

this is.. you’ve 
always known but 

you don’t even 
know where you 

started.

No this isn’t 
happening I’m 

dead or this is a 
bad trip I’m not 
buying into this 

crazy 
bullshit.

I hate to 
break it to you but 

unfortunately this is 
real but you don’t 

even know what 
that means.

I’m 
getting 

tired of these 
zen riddles and 
questionable 

legal positions 
you’re putting 

me in.

I want you 
to think 
about 

something 
for me. I 

know 
you’re thinking 

about your 
fiancé kicking you 

out but do you 
remember what 
everything was 

before you 
started 

walking?



Seriously I’m 
thinking of 

suing someone 
over mental 

distress.

What’s 
your 

fiancé’s 
name 

Garfield? 

Because it’s 
not real! None 

of what you know 
is real! Wake up 
to the reality.

see what 
needs to be seen 

and I warn you that 
we will shock you 

with the truth so you 
can remember.. 

who you are.

You’re 
starting to piss 

me off! Why do you 
people asking me 

that.. I don’t know 
why I don’t 

know.

 I …
know 

what’s real, 
she’s 
real.. I 

remember 
our first date. 
It was like a 

meeting like I 
never felt 
before..



I promise 
I’m better at 

this.

If you win you 
get my number, if 

you win I get 
yours.

Look like fair 
is fair.

Can you even 
trust those 

memories, what 
she looks like if 

you can’t 
remember her 

name?

We 
used to 

picnic in the 
park on 

Thursday’s, she 
worked doubled 

and I worked 
extra shifts to 

make ends 
meet.

It 
wasn’t an easy 

grind, but we made 
it work! I did 

everything in my 
power to keep the fire 

burning but that 
fucking mistake 

changed 
everything.



Backtrack, 
what’s your 

day job?

That’s 
easy I … 
work.. I 
work at.

I 
work 
at…..

This is what I’ve 
been trying to tell 
you! Everything you 
know isn’t reality . 
It’s what you think 

reality is, bent on a 
skewed axis of 

complex 
delusions 

You need to 
see what is as 

opposed to 
what isn’t.

I know what 
reality is! Ok I’m 
not some fucking 
loon! Sure I think 
the booze might 

have given me 
brain fog..

. I know I’m still 
possibly engaged to my 

fiancé.. I can’t remember 
her name or where I work 

but.. it’s .. that’s 
normal.



You’re 
making this 
harder on 

yourself.. which 
means I’m going to 

have to show you 
what reality 

is.. .

I’m going to 
have to pull the 

curtain back because 
you have clouded 

yourself with so much 
negative pathways that 

you’re blinded by 
your own prison 

you designed.

Fuck you and 
this crazy 

bullshit.. I want 
off whatever train 

this is.. 
You’re insane.. I’m 
not crazy!! I know 

what my reality 
is!.. 

I suggest 
you take a look 

back at 
everything, its 

better for all of 
us is you do but 
then again you 

know that.



What’s your 
mother’s 

name? Your 
father? Where 

were you born? 
What’s your last 

name 
Garfield ??

Please 
stop, I’m not 

playing into this 
fucked up memory 
foam jab you’re 

going on 
about.

I know 
who I am, I 
know what 
my life is.

Do you know 
those things 

because you know 
them or do you 
allow yourself 
to know them? 

Simple day 
to day tasks.. 

walk to work.. 
you see the red 

mailbox every day in 
your routine but 

do you really 
see the 

mailbox??

My name 
is 

Garfield.
.

It’s like 
a thorn isn’t 
it? Trying to 
justify the 

little wall you 
can’t see 
behind.

Most people 
never give their life 

a second glance.. they 
passively accept the 

reality they are given.. 
like you have but 

you’re so much more 
entirely..



You 
need to 
see past 

the stone in 
the river.

Hold onto 
something.

It’s going 
to get a lot 
more dense 

Alice, welcome 
to 

wonderland
.



Who are 
you 

really? 
You’re not 
the devil 
are you?

It’s time 
you find 

out.



Welcome 
to reality.


